The Universal Provider

surrounded with appropriate Shakespearean mottoes;
and on the outskirts were similar devices for the
colonies and dependencies, Wales, Ireland, and Scot-
land. Above all, the crowds admired a double festoon of
drapery composed of red, white, and blue cloth, inter-
twined and looped with white stars, running horizon-
tally along the whole length of the shop-fronts* But
Whiteley's was beautiful only by day; for, unlike his
neighbours, the Universal Provider refused to illumi-
nate at night, no doubt through the fear of another
outbreak of fire.

Hardly were the Jubilee festivities concluded with a
ceremonial visit to Paddington paid by the Duke of
Cambridge than the usual summer sale was launched
with more than the usual animation. So July passed
peaceably and profitably, and at its conclusion the holi-
day season opened, and Whiteley prepared to take his
two boys, Frank and William, on their first trip to the
Continent. They were to be away for three weeks. " I
thought," he said, "the time had come for them to
stretch their wings a little." On Saturday, August 7,
therefore, he crossed the Channel with his boys to
Ostend, where they spent the night at the Hotel
Fontaine, then rose early on Sunday morning for a walk
in the gardens and sat down to morning coffee. Sud-
denly the British Consul at Ostend entered the lobby
of the hotel with a telegram in his hand. Directed to
Whiteley, he soon put the latter in possession of the
appalling news that his departure from Bayswater had
been the signal for another and greater conflagration
among his shops.

Whiteley's own words show how he took the blow:
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